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Americans 
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We cannot undertake to return rejected communications, and 
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tae on the billneads of Puce, eos re pel thw Born 
thereon. KEPPLER & SCHWARZMANN. 
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With the next issue of Pucx will appear the first of aseries of 

finely executed Portraits of 
MEN OF THE DAY; 

the initial Man of the Day being (by courtesy) Mr. Samuel 
J. Tilden. 
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ANOTHER TAMMANY BOSS. 

HE gentleman who signs his checks with 

the sweet-sounding name of Gumbleton, 

was lucky enough, now some time since, 

to have paid his way from the tents of Tam- 

many into the rich pastures of the County 

Clerk’s office. And the sad-eyed, heavy-hearted 

taxpayers of this debt-ridden county only sigh- 

ed and said, “‘ Well, why not he as well as 
another ?” 

But recently, when some gentlemen, whose 
business leads them daily to the office of the 
pretty Gumbleton, felt that a modest inquiry as 
to why their payments should be so beautifully 
larger, day by day, they were given (to speak 
Tammanywise) the ‘‘grand bounce.” Or, 
anglicé, they were flatly refused all information 
upon the subject. ‘Then these gentlemen, 
learned in the law, applied to Judge No. 1 for 
an order to see the accounts which the law 
made public property ; and Judge No. 1 granted 
the order; but presently Judge No. 2 reversed 
this order; and so through the flip-flaps, ter- 
giversations and bouleversements of the law, the 
law is nowhere, and the euphonious Gumbleton 
remains “ cock of the walk’’ and crows on his 
own dung-hill, lustily. 

For he has a higher law—the law of Tam- 
many; the law that makes the Boss-official 
superior to the people, and guarantees him the 
right to fill his pockets irrespective of any sta- 

enactment. It was the law of Tweed; it 
is the law of the gentle Gumbleton. It is the 


inciple of Bossism. ‘To show how far this 
idea is carried, Mr. Gumbleton has recently 
established, not an iron-clad—but a triple brass- 
oath, which must be taken by all who seek to 
search the books of his office. 


We regret not 


having at hand the exact text, but it runs some- 
thing like this: — 
You Must SWEAR AS FOLLOWS: 

Swear you are blind and you may see the 
Books. 

Swear you can’t read, and you may examine 
them. 

Swear you’re a blue-blazes Tammanyite, and 
you may hug them to your heart. 

SwEaR you don’t care what fees, legal or 
illegal, 1 make, and will never ask me to divvy 
with you, and you may read the Books. 

Swear you and your relativesare all lunatics, 
and never were, or could be members of the 
a and you may photograph the accounts. 

ut — 

If you do business with my office; 

If you are a citizen and a taxpayer; 

If you claim your rights under the law; 

If you are a Member of the Bar Association; 
then, Messieurs, I’m Boss here, and make the 
public books my Private Property. 

So the reign of Boss sm continues. 

Le Boss est mort—vive le Boss! 

Boss Tweed, Boss Kelly, and now— 

O Lord, Boss Gumbleton! A very much smaller type 
of Boss, but nevertheless a Boss. 

Thank God, Governor Robinson now has the 
case in his hands, which must be like a trousers’ 
seat full of nettles to the party by the name of 
Gumbleton. 








RHYMES OF THE DAY. 


He looked upon a prospect 
As red as any rose, 

Did the persecuted mortal 
With a boil upon his nose. 





WHEN stars in the skies of summer wink, 
And all seems a dream of love, 
The little fellow doth little think 
He’ll ever have to shov- 
el snow off the sidewalk. 





IT was a gay native of Munster, 
Whose metre regarded not one stress, 

Who, deing himself a fine punster, 
Remarked: ‘‘Be me life 

I'll ne’er wed a wife, 
Unless she’s a feminine punstress.” 





How sweet, when the earth is robed with snow, 
And the sparrows chirp in the trees a-row, 

To sit in the house, 

As snug as a mouse, 

And let the winds play froiic and blow, 

And crack their cheeks to their heart’s con- 
tent and raise Bethlehem generally. 








AN ACKNOWLEDGMENT AND A COR- 
RECTION. 


Our especially esteemed contemporary, the 
Evening Telegram, last week paid Puck several 
high compliments at the expense of his English 
colleagues; but incidentally, in referring to Mr. 
Keppler’s cartoon of ‘“‘ The Great German 
Ringmaster,’’ remarked that Prince Bismarck’s 
holding the whip in his left hand was an error 
of the artist. ‘To correct the misapprehension 
of our E. E. C., we at once telegraphed to the 
Chancellor, and in due course received the fol- 
lowing 

CABLE MESSAGE: 


VARZIN, W. Prussia, Jan. 31st, ’79. 
Puck, J. Y.: 


Am habitually left-handed. Was born so; and 
remain so on principle. This is, however, no 
reflection on my family. Don’t make 1 joke 








about it. (Signed) BISMARCK. 








Puckerings. 





Bon ton—A little over 2,000 lbs. 





A pry channel shows ex-stream drought. 





INTERESTING COMMUNICATION FROM THE 
DicTATOR—next week. 





THE farmer who raises fat swine believes that 
where there is swill there is weigh. 





THE Po.icy-PLayER’s Motrto—‘‘A Horse, 
a Horse, my kingdom for a Horse!”’ 





Notice. —Called in before birth—jokes on 
Grévy—too grévy subject to jest about. 





THERE must, somehow, bea difference be- 
tween a LO tone and an Indian yell ? 





No. 1oo oF Puck!—Other comic papers 
all gone to pieces—Puck has centum up Salt 
River. 





Tue skater who tries to glide over a scrap of 
paper, may be able to explain to you what a _ 
“trip slip” is. 





Josa BILuincs is complaining of rheuma- 
tism. His orthography has been similarly af- 
fected for some time. 





SHE discharged her gardener on hearing him 
mutter to the young greens he was so tenderly 
sprinkling—‘“‘ Lettuce, have a drink.” 





a 
THE sea-sick lady refused the steward’s invi- 
tation for dinner and called for the chamber- 
maid instead. A case of basin gratitude. 





THE South American monkeys lay in a stock 
of food before the rainy season sets in, so as to 
carry them through until they can again ven- 
ture out without umbrellas. They are a fore- 
handed lot. 





R, W. CriswE.t, the clever travestier of 
Shakspere, has left the Oil City Derrick and 
has gone on the editorial staff of the Cincin- 
nati Enguirer. 





Axsour that horn of Roderick Dhu.—Scott 
says he wined it; also, he had it on the steep, 
leaving a doubt as to its being Dhu tea, paid or 
not? Had he given it fits James would have 
had a bumper. 





Mr. JAMES STEPHENS, the prison-breaking 
Fenian, is again honoring this country with his 
presence. He is welcome. But Puck entreats 
him not to induce our government to declare 
war against Great Britain. 





Some of our funny friends of the press are 
curiously and carelessly inconsistent. They 
take pains frequently and vehemently to dis- 
claim all knowledge of the worldly game of 
chance yclept “‘ poker,” and yet never fail to 
snap up and reprint every paragraph that con- 
tains the slightest allusion to the game, with a 
judicious precision that is suspicious, to say the 
least. For their benefit we perpetrate this: 
Why is the second player old-fogyish? Give 
it up? Because he is behind the “‘ age.” 








NOTICE. 

No. 9 (issue of May 7th, 1877), No. 14 (issue of Fune 
gth, 1877), & No. 26 (issue of September 5th, 1877), 
No. 56 (issue of April 7rd 1878) of ** Puck” will be 
bought at this office, No. 13 North William Street, at 
full price. 
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BOTH OF ’EM! 


A or Democratic Ass and the ’cute Repub- 
lican Fox have both got it—‘‘ which his 
name it was” Brady. 

There has been great crowing for many 
months past over the discoveries of certain 
Democratic telegrams in cipher which went 
hither and thither during the heated days fol- 
lowing the recent Presidential election, the 
publication of which nearly reduced the Demo- 
cratic leaders to political ciphers themselves. 
The Republicans tossed up their hats in exulta- 
tion; they cried “‘Ha,ha!”’ They greeted each 
other with the American hand-shake; and 
gazed lovingly at each other through the glass 
sacred to the straight and potent bourbon. Ay! 
Even the pop of the champagne cork was 
heard in the land; and such was the utter pros- 
tration of the Democracy that sack-cloth and 
ashes-went up in the market, and were quoted 
from 5% to 13% higher than ever before. 

When Congress met, the jovial Republicans 
shook with suppressed mirth, like jelly, in their 
comfortable seats, in anticipation of the con- 
tinuation of the Potter-inquiry. It didn’t come 
—and here was political capital! The Demo- 
crats were afraid to pursue the investigation! 
They felt that—then, like a flash of lightning 
out of a clear sky, the Democrats called up the 
full and thorough prosecution of the whole 
matter, and—Heaven help us!—we have had it. 

But the fun of the thing lies in the fact that 
the Republicans are not so jolly to-day, and 
that their crow has fallen into a very hoarse 
and lugubrious croak. In other words, if the 
Democratic Ass’s tail is pulled almost beyond 
the point of endurance, and hangs on merely by 
a hair, asit were, the ’cute Republican Fox is 
shorn of his tail—and what is a tailless fox? 
As in Samson’s locks lay his strength, so Rey- 
nard’s glory is his brush. Alas, poor foxy Re- 
publicans, your tail is cut off in your prime by 
a cipher telegram. 

And all on account of Brady! 

O, Brady, Brady, why didn’t you keep 
shady? Why did you remain at home as a 2- 
Ass-P, M. General, when you might have had 
the mission to Patagonia and been nobly out of 
the way when Investigating Committees sent 
out their subpcenas on foraging expeditions ? 
Or why didn’t you perjure your soul when on 
the witness-seat and save your party? ‘There 
are plenty of precedents for it in Church as well 
as State. Ask Beecher or Schuyler Colfax if 
there are not. 

But out of evil cometh good. Thissnake n 
the grass of trading political trickery bids fair 
not only to be scotched, but killed. There 
will be many political graves filled before this 
investigation is concluded, and the late Mr. 
Colfax will have many a companion in that 
bourne of demagogues from which no traveler 
returns. Before the ides of November many 
a man who has felt the inherent right of an 
(American) sovereign to fatten at the public 
crib, will find that the places which once knew 
him will know him no more, forever. 

Well, well! It is no funeral of ours. In fact, 
in this, we are Irish and appreciate the funeral. 
There’s such a lot of fun in it. It’s the jolliest 
wake seen in this country for many a year. 

And when the next Presidentiai election oc- 
curs we think the leaders of both parties will 
learn a lesson from the éclaircissements of in- 
quiries now going on, and resort less to trickery 
and cipher dispatches. 

But if they should make use of these latter, 
it is not to be doubted that they will act like 
other pirates and order the recipients to “ sink, 
burn and destroy” them. 

Puck is fond of the Democratic party, and 
he admires the Republican party. Puck de- 
sires the Republican party to have success in 
every State in the Union, and he hopes the 





Democracy may flap its triumphant wings all 
over the land. 

But ne is very glad to see the Democratic 
Ass and the ’cute Republican Fox with their 
tails caught in a trap. 








PUCK’S 
ESSENTIAL OIL OF CONGRESS. 


WASHINGTON, Jan. 28th, 1879. 


HOUSE OF REPRESENTATIVES, 
Chinese Immigration, 


Mr. WILLIs having been sent to Congress by 
the Democratic Kentuckians, wanted the bill 
to keep Chinamen at home passed at once. He 
wouldn’t have taken charge of the measure, 
but as the Chinese didn’t drink enough Blue 
Grass Whiskey to suit him, he was obliged to. 

Mr. TowNsEND had a sort of affection for 
all descendants of Adam.. He believed the 
Chinese were descendants of that gentleman 
who belonged to the first family of the world. 
Then why should they be objected to on the 
score of respectability? St. Patrick was the 
patron saint of Democrats. Had it not been 
for him, Republicans would have had it all 
their own way in the House and everywhere 
else. 

Mr. WILLIs thought that nobody minded 
Americans breaking laws, much less treaties. 
What was a treaty, anyhow? And as for the 
Burlingame one, it didn’t suit him at all; con- 
sequently, in his estimation, it didn’t exist. 

Mr. Puck, the independent member of New 
York, protested against the passage of this bill. 
The Chinese were no especial favorites of his; 
but, at the same time, so long as we kept up 
diplomatic relations with their government and 
carried on trade with their country, we were 
bound to accord to them the same privileges 
as they accorded to us. The bill was uncon- 
stitutional, and entirely opposed to the spirit of 
American institutions. Suppose the Chinese 
were to refuse to allow Americans to land on 
their shores, and stopped our tea, silk and fire- 
crackers! what would our old maids do for 
amusement, and our small-boys on the Fourth 
of July? 72 members agreed with Mr. Puck 
and 155 didn’t. So the bill passed the House. 
Now look out, masters of vessels from China 
to ’Frisco; for if a Chinese lady gives birth to 
a baby, and there are already fifteen of the 
nationality aboard, the little almond-eyed crea- 
ture must walk the plank. 








PUCK’S QUESTIONS. 





Our columns are so crowded this week that 
we are unable to find room for any of the nu- 
merous answers sent in to Puck’s Questions. 
Next week the communications of the success- 
ful competitors will be published, and the 
prizes duly awarded. For a detailed list of 
these munificent rewards of diligence, we refer 
the reader to our issues of two and three weeks 
ago. They range from $0.50 to two copies of 
the Christian Union. To win these differing 
distinctions there is but one more week left. 

We have to acknowledge receipt of answers, 
since our last, from Mic-Mac; Bologna; V. V. V.; 
Percy Pelletier; J. M. McDonough; Caryatid; 
Pyx; King Charles; Finnegan Wakely; Cotton; 
Bay State, Boston; Chandler; L. U. Baylis; 
Add. Myrer; G. F. G.; Calliope; Millie S. T.; 
Marcus S.; 3 Constant Readers; White Duck; 
Annie; Annie King; Postulant; The Trio; 
Bayswater Billycock; Sam Fipper; G. P. Rice; 
George and Georgina; Fish; and Q. Q. Clarke. 








THE WALKING MANIA. 


HE craze for pedestrianism is really no- 
thing new under the sun. People have 
been for years walking into each others’ 

affections; walking off with other people’s 
money; and walking past their neighbors in 
the great race of life. 

But of latter years, especially since Mr. E. 
P. Weston lost all his walking matches; and 
Mr. O'Leary won all his; and Mme. Anderson 
sang and spouted and walked her 27 million 
miles in the Lord knows how many centi- 
grammes of a’ second, the world—id est, the 
English and American worlds— have been at- 
tacked with a sort of heel-and-toe insanity 
which bids fair to surpass any of those wild 
vagaries for which these two stolid English 
speaking nations have been famous. We have 
gone mad for religions’ sake; we have ruined 
ourselves for danseuses; we have killed each 
other for asmall political difference of opinion; 
we have made fiends or asses of ourselves, as 
the case may be, on all sorts of pleas, but we 
have reached the pinnacle, so it seems to Puck, 
when the walking mania seizes us. 

Why do we want to walk? Haven’t we got 
horse-cars, and omnibuses and élevated rail- 
roads? Haven’t we got hacks and cabs, if we 
are rich? And if we want to go to Oshkosh 
or Yaphank, are there not emigrant trains on 
surface railways? Certainly. Then why should 
man, or woman, walk? Besides, it is un-Ameri- 
can. The grand principle of American Liberty 
is Equality, that one man is as good as another, 
and better. Now, under these circumstances 
every man should be allowed his place in life. 
The man of means should ride in his four-in- 
hand coach or his horse-car according to his 
means: but he shouldn’t walk. That privilege 
belongs to the man without means, the Tramp 
—who can’t ride. 

And yet, since O’Leary and the Anderson, 
we are all walking. Grass will soon grow over 
the “‘L” roads and Macaulay’s New Zealander 
will come to mourn over the ruins of a noble 
enterprise. Kettledrums have given way to 
walking matches; and Miss Flora McFlimsey 
has nothing to wear but trunks and broad-soled: 
boots—for she is in training for a six days’ 
walk. 

Where Mrs. Leo Hunter formerly called the 
Lions of Art, Literature and Music to her con- 
versaziones, she now coddles O’Leary, Hughes, 
the ‘‘Lepper” and Sport Campana. The good 
fellow who thought to give cousin May a pretty 
pearl ring now reflects—and_ gives the female 
walkiste a diamond necklace, The groom 
skilled in horse-flesh finds his occupation gone, 
unless he can adapt himself to the female form 
divine, and, discovering the possibilities of the 
female leg, become a trainer to the mistress 
who would rather walk for fame on two legs, 
than ride for ease on four. 

But the worst phase in this mania is that 
they all walk in circles. Though they leave 
us at one moment and we pleasantly gaze at 
their backs, in another instant they round to 
us again and meet us face to face. Why don’t 
they go off in a straight line, and keep right 
on? ‘That would be something like walking. 
Even then they would be walking in, or on, a 
circle, for the world is round. How many men 
would put up money, to see their mothers-in- 
law and their tailors walk a straight-a-way 
heel-and-toe stretch around the world! No 
matter who lost or won, a fellow could be happy 
in the meantime. And —but just here, 2 
diable comes in and walks off with our copy. 








Tue Excise Commissioners have struck Coyle. 
He was Owney Geoghegan’s landlord, and th» 
struck him in a tender spot by revokin 
license. 
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DISSIPATION. 


PARTI. 
This is’a tale of Rum-Punch and a Monkey. 





Most of the Punch is in the gentleman on 
the floor. 
The Monkey is taking a look at the rest. 





It was Ovid who said that we ought to check 
the beginning of evil. 

But that monkey had never read Ovid. 

This was bad for Ovid. 

But it was worse for the monkey. 

The beginnings of evil, in this instance, 
didn’t taste badly. 





So he went to work systematically. 
And in a short time conceived a decided lik- 
ing for rum-punch. 
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But a super-sensitive tail is a bad thing for a 
monkey who goes too deeply into the rum- 
punch business. 





Because blowing on it affords but a partial 
relief. And no human being can tell how it 
hurts to have a burn on a two-foot tail, in the 
tenderest part of the quarter-stretch. 





fal. at 
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There is balm in Gilead, however. 
The monkey feels a little better. 


And consoles himself with a hair of the dog 
that bit him. 








And then turns a somersault, regardless of 
consequences. 





Here endeth the first lesson. 








OTHELLO.—A TRAGEDY. 


By WILLIAM SHAKSPERE. 








[From the Bladensburg Post—Hon. Esau Bulligator, 
Sole Editor and only Proprietor.| 





Book REVIEws. 


Tus work, sent us by the Messrs. Hopper 
& Co., is gotten up in their usual elegant style 
as to binding and large clear type, and reflects 
vast credit on that enterprising firm. We praise 
them. It is not absolutely necessary that one 
should be able to read Sanscrit in the Asiatic 
original, or to decipher the hieroglyphics of 
Nilotic obelisks, in order to understand this 
ancient English author, though you might infer 
as much from reading some of his commenta- 
tors. As to the moral of this play we regret to 

* that it is thoroughly bad. And we say this 

‘Ne risk of disagreeing with our brother 
‘a two hemispheres. It is sickeningly sen- 





sational. A respectable young woman is brutally, 
coarsely murdered in the presence of a supposed 
audience, merely because she lost an old hand- 
kerchief given to her husband by an old Egyp- 
tian! We ask boldly, is this an adequate, esthe- 
tic cause for a classic tragedy? A handkerchief 
is, of course, an essentially vulgar object, and 
art should always avoid the vulgar, the common- 
place. But let us give a brief synopsis of the plot. 
Othello, a Moor, comes to Venice in search of 
an office, and, by his colossal assurance, gets 
one. He is said to have been of noble, aye, even 
of royal origin, but we only have his word for 
this. He had no letters as to character, and 
gave no references at his boarding-house. He 
may have left a wife and half-a-dozen assistant 
wives at home, for he was a carpet-bagger—a 
Morocco carpet-bagger. And though he said 
he was a Moor, he was in fact an African, and 
therefore a colored man. He had a strawberry 
mark on his left handkerchief, which seems to 
have been left by a designing person in the room 








of one Cassio. He came to Venice, which was 
what Paris is now, the city of pleasure, the gay 
capital of Venus—hence its name, Venice. 
Fact. Othello at the opening of the play, like 
most carpet-baggers, had just been guilty of a 
theft, and was caught in the very first act. He 
had stolen Mr. Senator Brabantio’s only daugh- 
ter, the old gentleman having forgotten to lock 
his front hall-door. If there be any moral in 
this tragedy, it is the danger a white girl incurs 
in being deluded into a marriage with one of 
colored character. The elopement scene is 
wretchedly mismanaged, almost as much so as 
some of our theatres. There are no details, no 
rope-ladders, no waiting gondola in the dark 
shadow of the lordly palace—or palazzo, as 
they say in Italy—no richly turbaned Moor to 
lure with cooing amorous voice to clasping arms. 
Fatal defect. Error of past centuries. Evidently 
the author had never been in Venice, and thus 
knew not the opportunities to elope artistically, 
Art leaves something to the imagination. Art 
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DISSIPATION. 


PART IL. 





When a man is in a certain state of spirituous 
elevation, pedantry is an offense to him. 

Same way with a monkey. 

This one reaches out for the literature on the 
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And knocks spots out of it. 


And over the gentleman who had most of the 
rum-punch. 
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And then, with a serene consciousness of duty 
performed, he decides on taking a smoke. 

There is-no beastly pride about him, and so 
he makes use of the cigar-butt of the gentleman 
who had the most of the rum-punch. 











And settles down for an hour of solid enjoy- 
ment. 








But— 








his bowels, as well as his tail, are of as 
super-sensitive nature, and the mixture of rum- 
punch and tobacco produces intestinal derange* 
ments, causing sympathetic circus. 





But all pains have an end, and finally rest 
descends upon the monkey and the gentleman 
who had the most of the rum-punch. 








And when the Morning After 
Comes with wan weary light, 
There is no sound of laughter 
From them who have been tight. 
But they swear off then and there in a bunch, 
The Monkey and the gentleman who had the 
most of the rum-punch. 








also prompts the fancy. We hold this immortal 
truth whate’er befall, that no one can write a 
good tale or tragedy wf Venice who has not 
climbed to the top of the campanile and from 
its marble balustrade gazed upon the pinnacles 
and domes of San Marco, or watched through 
the blue of translucent distance the splendorings 
of a sunset o’er the azure waves of the shimmer- 
ing Adriatic. We speak from observation. The 
writer was in Venice in 1872. And for the same 
reason we hold that no one can successfully 
write an Indian story wno has never been suc- 
cessfully scalped. We learn through suffering 
what we teach in song. No suffering, no song 
worth listening to. Art requires sacrifices of 
her devotees. Shakspere was a great man, but 
unfortunately he was an Englishman; had he 
been a Frenchman, a modest Frenchman like 
Victor Hugo, he would have towered, a Rhodian 
colossus across the far gulf of the centuries! The 
stalwart Englishman lacked culture. If he had 
only lived to dwell in Boston—Ah! But it could 











not be! May we not pause to ask: ‘‘ Would 
Shakspere have lectured?” Would Emerson 
and Holmes and Longfellow have patronized 
him? Superb! The unnatural character of Miss 
Desdemona Brabantio in falling in love with a 
colored man as old as her father is coarsely de- 
picted. The willfulness, obstinacy, and most 
strange love of this young woman for her African 
lover is ultimately the cause of six first-class 
funerals besides other expenses. Let us sum up. 
Her father dies after she abandons her home 
(one); Othello kills himself (two); Roderigo 
killed by Iago (three); Emelia stabbed by Iago 
(four); lago led off to execution (five); her own 
death by the hands of her jealous husband (six). 
We say nothing of the wounds of Cassio for he 
was@ drinking character, and perhaps the cuts 
in the legs (we mean limbs) were only figurative. 
The scandal occasioned in fashionable circles in 
Venice by the daughter of a magnifico running 
away with and marrying an African had in the 
end a very beneficial effect. There has never 








been a similar case since. Awful dregs of historic 
destiny. Fact. Othello may have been a brave 
man, but he was fearfully given to bragging. He 
boasted of his exploits like an Indian chief at a 
scalp-dance. This proves that he was a savage. 
Civilization does not brag. It acts and is silent. 
It does. The language of the tragedy is bom- 
bastic in the extreme, and not at all in accord 
with art and the culture of the present day. 
Portions of it are nasty. It lacks that indis- 
pensable prerequisite of modern . tragedy— 
repose. Lord [Bulwer] Lytton (whose estimable 
son is, now doing well and making money as 
Viceroy of India) could, with the stolen mate- 
rial of Shakspere, have made perhaps a very 
different play. The thing is too full of blood. 
Art is not a butcher, but is conservative and 
preservative. Corpses strew the stage like leav: 
in Vallambrosa. Shakspere had a coarse © 
wart genius for murder. His dramatic ° 

are reeking with blood and weunds. V 
repose—Art demands it. 
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SING, SISTERS, SING! 


No More Lapy Sincers.—It is learned that Msgr. 
Bishop Fabre has issued an order prohibiting ladies from 
singing in any of the choirs of the Roman Catholic 
churches of the diocese of Montreal, to take effect on the 
1st of June next. It is also understood that the pastors 
of the Irish churches, where this practice is common, are 
very indignant at the order, which, so far as is known, 
none except Cardinal Manning has hitherto attempted to 
enforce.— Montreal Witness. 


Oh, Monseigneur! You crue/, naughty thing / 
So you really will not let us sing 
Any more. 
We have one consolation 
In our present tribulation, 
There is store 
Of punishment and sorrow 
In eternity’s to-morrow, 
For Your Grace. 
When you render up the ghost, 
And amid the heavenly host 
Take your place, 
Our voices, sweet and thrilling, 
You will hear with ears unwilling. 
The heavenly choir of women will be full. 
You must listen to us ladies, 
Or else depart to Hades, 
Or stay and stuff your ears with cotton-wool. 


[Frank I. CLarKE- 


. 








MR. MUGGINS AS PEDAGOGUE. 





I EssavED the role of pedagogue, not so 
much con amore as ex necessifate rei, Hard 
times, no cash, and no first class humorous and 
literary periodicals, as now, to pay $50 a square 
foot for scientific lucubrations, drove me to the 
commission of the deed. 

Pennsylvania was the field of my school- 
teaching triumphs, trials, and tribulations. Pre- 
cisely what part of the State I need not say, 
except that it was in that mountainous region 
between Harrisburg and Reading where the 
Blue Ridge cavorts along as part of the Appa- 
lachian Range. 

The natives of that portion of our great and 
glorious Republic are only American in name. 
In everything else they are intensely Teutonic. 
Their language, manners, dress and customs 
are all importations from mother country, and 
so a trip out there is pretty much the same thing 
as going to Switzerland, or Bingen on the Rhine, 
or Napoleon crossing the Alps, or any of those 
other musty old places that you can always find 
on the map. 

The reason why I went out there to teach was 
—I was going to say because they could appre- 
ciate talent there; but I am no iiar, if I do write 
for a comic paper; and so I will tell the truth 
and acknowledge that it was because they 
couldn’t detect my ignorance. 

This is saying nothing in disparagement of 
the good people out there, but is rather to their 
credit, because where there is ignorance there 
is always bliss, and none but the wise are guilty 
of folly, or else the old adage is false. 

To be brief, I went out there, a stranger 
among strangers, without baggage, money, or 
any knowledge of the German language, and 
without waiting for these gifts to come to me I 
boldly applied for the situation of village school- 
master. 

The party to whom I was directed to make 
application looked up at me with a good deal 
of surprise, and asked: 

~“ K6dnnen sie Deutsch sprechen ?”* 
-..“ Nein, my friend,” said I, “I don’t intend 
to teach Dutch, but English.” 

““O, ah! das was all-e-right. You vill teach 

r Inglish linguish, eh?” 

“ertainly.” 
Das was goot. Das was very goot, for 





der boys. Here was all-e-time Yarman teachers 
out, before.” 

“* Well—?” 

‘* Vell, den you got a kershstifekit ?” 

“ What's that ?”’ I asked, 

* Vell, dot paper vot make out der gomishoner 
von der educationer ven you was to teach, ex- 
amined daraus.” 

‘* Examined?” I said. 
examined.” 

“Den you don’t got dat kerstifiket ?” 

**O, you mean certificate? No, I have no 
certificate. Will it be necessary ?” 

‘*Nein. Nichts komm heraus. You can exa- 
minirt be by der drustees.” 

‘*O, the trustees will examine me ?” 

“« Ja, ja!” 

‘And engage me if they find me qualified ?” 

‘* Ja, ja. You see der drustees.” 

To the trustees I went and made known my 
wishes, and arranged for a seance at the village 
tavern that evening for the purpose of finding 
out how much English education I stood pos- 
sessed of, from a Dutch point of view. 

As I drew near at the appointed time, I found 
the three trustees together, holding a sort of 
caucus, and apparently trying to find out 
whether they knew anything themselves before 
testing my scholastic capabilities and attain- 
ments. So, as they were not quite ready for me, 
I sallied out for a short walk, and when I re- 
turned they braced themselves up for action, 
having fortified themselves with sundry pota- 
tions of beer in the meantime. 

We had a room assigned to us, with a large 
centre table in the middle, on which were scat- 
tered sundry sheets of paper, pens and ink— 
or, no, the ink was not as yet scattered over the 
table, but was destined to be, as events pro- 
gressed. There were also sundry beer mugs, 
and over all fitfully gleamed a solitary tallow 
dip, made in the primitive style of the tallow- 
chandler’s art. 

Around this table we drew with much diplo- 
matic ceremony, and having partaken of a glass 
of beer all round, partly for the purpose of 
warming up our courage, and partly to socialize 
and fraternize into a more agglomerate and 
spiritually assimilable circle, the exercises were 
opened by Herr Hans Pickelsnipfer, who was 
the only one of the three that understood Eng- 
lish, and was, therefore, the spokesman. 

‘‘Haben sie—have they—you—have we 
teach ever the school before ?” 

I shook my head and said: ‘ Never.” 

Then there was a conference in German. 
Then Hans observed: 

‘I dink das was very goot beer. I dink we 
drinks to our better cowaintenance some more.” 

Upon which we drank, and then there was 
another confab in German, and then Hans 
took some beer by himself and launched forth 
into the important work of the evening. 

‘¢ Haben sie das arramaticks gestudirt ?” 

Thinks I, he means rheumatism ; so 1 shook 
my head and said: ‘‘ No, I never had the rheu- 
matics.” 

‘Nein, nein! nichts vz-matics, aber ram-atics! 
Der multiplications table and all dem tings.” 

**O, yes,” said I, as a light broke in upon me, 
‘you mean arithmetic—” 

‘Ja! das was vot I say—ramatics.” 

‘* Certainly I’ve studied arithmetic.” 

Then followed another conference in their 
native tongue, after which Diedrich Dinkelspiel, 
who officiated as scribe, dipped the pen deep 
into the ink, and, after throwing off the super- 
fluous fluid, partly on the table and partly on 
the carpet, which, by the way, was not of so 
bright a pattern as to bein any way disfigured 
by the frequent discharges of ink that Diedrich 
cast upon it, proceeded to make a minute of the 
fact that I was a “‘ ramatician.” 

‘A leettle more bier, Nicolas,” said Hans; 


*“T haven’t been 


and Nicolas Schtoopenschquatten, who acted as 





dispenser of refreshments, gravely filled up the 
four mugs, and we drank with all the solemnity 
that became philosophers; after which there was 
another German confab, and then Hans pro- 
pounded this question: 

‘* Denken Sie—do you think das lager bier 
was intoxigaten ?” 

‘* Certainly not,” said I. 

Hans nodded an emphatic approval of this 
answer, which was duly chronicled by Diedrich; 
and then, after drinking all round, once more 
Hans asked if I knew ‘‘das Inglish grammatik.” 

“Yes, I had studied English grammar.” 

“You tink dat vas much account ?” 

Taking the cue, I replied, disdainfully: ‘‘ Not 
much.” 

This answer pleased Hans more than words 
can tell. He jumped up and grasped my hand 
with a warmth that showed how intensely he 
appreciated my sentiment. After an animated 
conversation with Diedrich, that most excellent 
scribe stabbed the ink-stand with extraordinary 
violence, and, after throwing a stream of ink 
over table and floor, chronicled the fact of my 
disapproval of the useless study of English 
grammar with much satisfaction. 

And then we had some more beer. 

‘‘Tink you das verlt goes on his axle-tree 
rount, all der time, every day, ain’t it ?” 

Now this was a poser. At this point some 
diplomacy was necessary. Judging by what I 
had so far seen I had some doubts as to whether 
the Copernican system would be likely to find 
much favor in this part of the country; so I 
thought it quite proper to edge a little just at 
this time, and I said: 

“‘ Of course I do not believe that any impos- 
sible things are possible. The Ptolemian system 
prevailed for many years before the advent of 
Copernicus and Galileo; but it was reserved for 
Tyndall, and Huxley, and Norman Lockyer to 
prove by the wonderful revelations of the spec- 
troscope that the spherical development of ma- 
terial forces, acting in concentric circles, if the 
tangental force antagonizes that of gravity, the 
pivotal centre of the radii must govérn and 
control all objects within the reach of its speci- 
fic gravity.” 

‘* Ja,” said Hans, ‘‘das was very good. ‘I 
dinks we take some beer on dat.” 

Having descended from the realms of science 
to that of beer, the trustees asked about a dozen 
other questions, such as whether I could “ lick 
der big boys,” “keep the girls quiet,”’ “‘ make 
fire in the morning,” ‘split wood,” ‘shave 
myself,” ‘eat Bologna sausage,” &c., taking 
beer regularly once, and sometimes twice, be- 
tween each question; and then Hans shook me 
warmly by the hand, and remarked: 

‘1 dinks you makes a pooty goot ge—school- 
mister. We makes you a keschtifiket right away 
off out, ain’t it?” 

And then, while Diedrich was throwing the 
ink gracefully about the room and making out 
the ‘‘kerschtifiket,” we lit our pipes and 


smoked. and drank beer till we didn’t seem to . 


care very much whether school was kept or not. 

After two hours’ hard struggling with the 
English language, Diedrich made out the fol- 
lowing masterful document, which was to be 
my firman as the village schoolmaster for that 
winter at all events: 


‘‘ Ve finde der plantef giltey von plantey ad- 
jikasian for to skule techen 1876. 
Sined: Hans Pickelsnipfer, 
- Diedrich Dinkelspiel, 
Nicolaus Schtoopenschquatten, 
ie Drustes.”” 
Armed with this formidable document I took 
possession of the school-house and duly installed 
myself as teacher on a salary of ten dollarsa 
month, with the privilege of ‘“‘boarding around.” 


Yours pedagogically, 
EPHRAIM MUGGINS, 
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PUCK AND THE PEDESTRIAN. 


HE announcement that Miss Annie Bartell 
was about to attempt a little promenade 
of 3000 quarter miles in 3000 quarter 

hours, attracted Puck’s attention at the begin- 
ning of last week; and, ever anxious to keep 
abreast of the news of the day, he determined 
to present his readers with a detailed account of 
the match in this week’s issue. But the best- 
laid plans of mice and men and Puck’s gang 


» aft a-gley; and this one ganged a-gley.in the 


most exasperating fashion. 

Seven several.separate.and distinct reporters 
did Puck send up to give an account of Miss 
Annie Bartell’s wanderings around a 188°— 
foot track in the Brewster Building; and seven 
several separate and distinct reports did they 
bring back, of seven several separate and dis- 
tinct varieties of unavailable cussedness. 

We do not wish to make any unkind insinua- 
tions; but it strikes us—strikes us hard—that 
the managers of Miss Annie Bartell are too 
liberal in their treatment of the members of the 
press. Newspaper men should not, as a rule, be 
treated to anything stronger than lager. 

This Puck is going to make the rule of the 
office hereafter. Anyone trying to corrupt a 
reporter with champagne or sherry will receive 
a bad notice. It will, however, be held per- 
missible to assail the reporter’s virtue with lager 
or spruce-beer. 

THE FIRST REPORTER 


was sent up, a bright, blooming, innocent youth, 
early on Monday evening. He came back at 
12 o’clock with his tie under his left.ear and his 
eye in a fire frenzy rolling, and with the some- 
what irrelevant remark ‘Set ’em up agin,” 
handed in the following: ‘‘The Fast Pacer,” 
started on her race against time at six sharp, 
this evening, going in double harness with Zhe 
Lepper as running mate. She struck a 2:40 pace 
at the starting and kept this up, with a slight 
break on the back-stretch, and dusted around 
the turn like a house afire. Here she got her 
pace and came down the home-stretch with a 
fine, steady, clock-work action; passing under 
the string in 3:1744. This was not quite as good 
time as was expected ; but for a first heat it was 
very satisfactory, and in the course of the 29y9 
remaining heats she will undoubtedly shake out 


* something better. ‘“The Westchester Favorite” 


is a bay filly, about 14 hands high; heavily 
built, but with clean action, and a high’stepper. 
Her pedigree— 

But here Puck cut the reporter’s copy and 

detailed 
THE SECOND REPORTER 
for Tuesday. 

This was the second reporter’s report: 

Miss Bartell stepped up to the table with 
graceful briskness, and sent the ivories waltzing 
up the cloth in truly artistic style. Then she 
got them together in a corner, and nursed 
them with such effect as to score 215 before 
coming down the other side. Here for a mo- 
ment it seemed as if the ivories were frozen; 
but it was a false alarm, and she came off with 
a glorious run of 327, finishing with a splendid 
massé shot and slipping up on a kiss— 

Here the reporter went out on a splendid 
massé shot and slipped upon something that 
wasn’t a kiss. 

THE THIRD REPORTER 


went up on Wednesday, remained all day, and 
came in with something which he said was a 
“‘marsherpiece.” To the soft accompaniment 
of his intermittent hiccough, Puck read: 

Miss Annie Bartell, a neat-built craft, but 
rather heavy about the bows, and scarcely 
sheer enough, gave way at 12 M. sharp, yester- 
day. She struck out vigorously, pulling 45 
to the minute, and exhibiting a very fine re- 
covery. Her steering was excellent, and the 





competing craft, Zime, had to take her wash 
before she was half around the course. She 
came in three lengths ahead, clear water, on 
the finish, making the circle in 3:16%. 

But the time that reporter made out of the 

office was considerably better than 3:16%. 
THE FOURTH REPORTER 

tried his hand at it on Thursday. This isa 

specimen of his handiwork: 

Miss Annie Bartell came to the bat at noon, 
and made a home-run on two daisy cutters— 

_Just here, the reporter made Ais home-run, 
with no short-stop to it, an! gave place to 
THE FIFTH REPORTER, 
who gave this account of Friday’s work: 

Miss Bartell played a trump out of a strong 
hand, and held the lead on ‘Time straight 
through, taking every trick out of the seven. 
She appeared capable of holding fifty-two cards 
to the suit every time,and apparently is play- 
ing off a rubber deck. The little joker came 
in at the end in 3:49, and she turned in ready 
for a new deal at 12:3:50, like a little man— 

Then there was more disturbance in the 
office, and another reporter in the basement 
inquiring how he got there. [N. B.—(Especially 
addressed to spring poets): —‘The editorial rooms 
of Puck are in the seventh story—no elevator, 
except the editorial one, which is elegantly 
constructed of leather.] ‘Then Puck called up 

THE SIXTH REPORTER, 
and dispatched him to the corner of 14th Street 
and Fifth Avenue, with a charge to keep —sober. 
He got back at 1:30 A.M.,Sunday, with this: 

Miss Annie Bartell came up smiling for the 
456th round,.and tapped Time’s claret. First 
blood claimed and allowed. Then she took 
the oid gentleman one in the tater-trap. By this 
time her antagonist was getting rather groggy, 
and after a good deal of fibbing she closed his 
left peeper. After this she had the round all to 
herself, and Time was severely punished during 
the next minute. ‘Towards the close of the 
round she got in some fine work with her left, 
and Time’s backer threw up the sponge at 
3:57%4: a 

Having got in this much fine work, the re- 
porter went out to look for a sponge. 

THE SEVENTH (AND-LAST) REPORTER 

left the office on Sunday morning with a gentle 
admonition from Puck. He said he didn’t want 
to go, that reporter; that his Sunday-school 
class was waiting for him; and that they would 
miss him at prayer-meeting. But he went all 
the same, and«turned “up at midnight, looking 
tolerably happy, circumstances considered. 

He had his report ready, and here it is: 

‘The Reverend Miss Bartell entered the pulpit 
on Sunday morning, and delivered a most edi- 
fying discourse, taking as her text Genesis V: 22. 
She elaborated the subject with great skill, bring- 
ing out all the hidden meaning of the subject, 
and emphasizing the necessity of a godly and 
upright walk in life. 

And the young man went bagk to his Bible- 
class. 

Puck regrets excessively that he has been 
unable to carry out his original intention of 
giving a full and trustworthy report of this great 
pedestrian feat; but he trusts that his readers 
will understand how it happened. 

There are now seven estimable young jour- 
nalists out of employment. While he has no 
further use for their services, Puck can cordially 
recommend them as capable and respectable 
journalists, although not men qualified to cope 
with unlimited quantities of gratuitous ¢ham- 
pagne. They are: 

1 Horse Connaisseur, 

1 Billiard Reporter. 

1 Aquatic Reporter. 

1 Base-ball Reporter. 

1 Little tin Hoyle on wheels. 

1 Pugilistic Amateur. 





. 1-Talmage Reporter. 





FITZNOODLE IN AMERICA. 


LXXIV., 


SOME AMERICAN 
MANNERS AND 
CUSTOMS, 
Ya-as, two or 
thwee or maw Amer- 
wican peculiarwi- 
ties, towhich I have 
not befaw weferwed, 
have wecently been 
aw bwought to my 

notice. 

I nevah noticed 
anything wemarkable in these particular mat- 
tahs, only since I have become aw a little maw 
Amerwicanized—a fellaw cawnt help taking a 
— maw interwest in what’s going on arwound 

im. 

It isn’t, ye know, a pwopah thing to take the 
wemotest degwee of notice of a generwal invi- 
tation. I aw nevah do, nor do any fellaws who 
have gwaduated in bweeding. 

Jack says, although I don’t think it’s exactly 
orwiginal, a g-g-generwal invitation is no invi- 
tation. 

lf people in Gweat Bwitain weally want to 
wevel in my company, or in any othah fellaw’s, 
they must wequest him to come to dinnah, or to 
stay with them at their countwy house, or send 
him a card faw an at home, or to particularwize 
an evening when they will be aw able to weceive 
him; but among the majorwity of fashionable 
Amerwicans—you see they’re poor pwimitive 
cweatures—it is aw verwy differwent. 

A gyurl, or even a marwied woman, will fwe- 
quently say to aw stwangers like Jack and me: 
‘* Aw come and see us,”’ just as if we were beasts 
in the Wevelations. ‘‘ We’re verwy often at 
home, and shall always be pleased to see you.” 
I invarwiably said aw ‘“‘thanks,” and, of course, 
entirely diswegarded the wemarks. 

Some fellaws, howevah, told me that in 
Amerwica it wouldn’t be impwopah to pay 
one’s wespects to some people on a generwal 
invitation, 

In severwal instances I have twied the stwange 
cus'om with a curwious wesult, 

Aw I wecollect calling on the family of some 
bwokah fellaw—aftah dinnah, ye know, is the 
fashion he-ah. 

Quite a large wespectable bwown-stone house 
in the .neighborwhcod of Fifth Avenue. It 
seemed wathah dark fwom the stweet, but I 
wung the bell, and aftah waiting faw a perwiod 
of two minutes the door was opened by a female 
servant with her bonnet on, apparwently just 
going out. 

Mrs. Bwownjones was at home, but in her 
woom; didn’t know where Mr. Bwownjones 
was, but one of the Misses Bwownjones would 
pwobably see me. 

She did; although she took ten minutes to do 
so—dwessing I suppose. In the meantime the 
female slavey lit the gas in the wathah hand- 
somely furnished dwawing woom. 


* Miss Jones talked on varwious subjects, and 
then asked me if I’d dwink a glass of ice-watah. 
Isaid, ‘‘No aw, thanks, nevah dwink ice watah.” 
Soon aftah I took my leave, and Miss Wosie Jones 
hoped I would c-c-call again. 

This is a specimen bwick of a visit in Amer- 
wica, 

At home, ye know, the weception rooms 
among the same class of people with the same 
means would always be bwight and cheerful 
durwing the season; the family, or some of 
them, at any wate, would pwobably be sitting 
wound a table, and although a fellaw ware’ 
wants anything to eat or dwink he could * 
if he liked, some bwandy and watah, or« 
or clarwet, and perwhaps othah wefr 
aw. 
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A QUINTETTE OF TRIOLETS. 


I—ON THE’ STOOP. 
While slyly you pout 

I know no complaining, 
Your love I'll ne’er doubt. 
While slyly you pout 
Your mother comes out— 

To see if it’s raining: 
While slyly you pout 

I know no complaining. 


IIl._A WOMAN SPEAKS. 
Don’t squeeze me that way, 
You insolent sinner! 
Now hear what I say, 
Don’t squeeze me that way! 
Remember, I pray, 
I've just had my dinner! 
Don’t squeeze me that way, 
You insolent sinner! 


III.—ONE YEAR AFTER, 
The East's all aglow 
With rosy streaks brindled; 
The crocuses biow, 
The East’s all aglow; 
Get up, I say, Jo, 
The fire is not kindled! 
The East’s all aglow 
With rosy streaks brindled. 


1V.—WINE. 

This sparkling amber wine, 

This shimmering, subtle sherry, 
Lifts one to divine, realms 
Doth sparkling amber wine, 
Yet makes him head the line 

That moves to the cemetery, 
This sparkling amber wine, 

This shimmering, subtle sherry. 


V.—CASSANDRA FAGAN’S ULTIMATUM. 
Now don’t! or I'll scream; 
Mama’s in the basement! 
,~ You'll kiss me, you dream; 
Now don’t! of [’ll scream— 
’T would just be supreme 
Were it not for the casement! 
Now don’t! of I'll scream; 
Mama's in’the basement! 
Sr R. K; MuNKITTRICK. 


LO, t 


TALMAGE!!! 
SERMONIZING EXTRAORDINARY! 


1,000, Quarter Sermons In 1,00 
; Quarter Hours. _. 
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THE TEXTS, 
PUCK’S SPECIAL REPORT. 








The Reverend Manager Talmage is to ‘be 
cordially congratulated for the’ inexhaustible 
brilliancy and variety of his sensations, by 
which he never fails to secure a large attend- 
ance at Brooklyn’s noble temple of amuse- 
ment, the “ Tabernacle.” 

The secret of Manager Talmage’s success as 
a showman lies in his invariably taking advan- 
tage of the reigning sensation, or of any event 
which excites more than an ordinary amount 
of public interest. 

PEDESTRIANISM 
now being all the rage, Manager Talmage has 
taken this branch of athletics as the keynote 
for his latest attraction. 

Following the example of Mr. George Edgar 
at the Broadway Theatre, Manager Talmage 
Yecame 


HIS OWN STAR; 
as he scarcely thought it would be con- 
= dignity to walk any long: dis- 
des laying himself open to the charge 
~finitating’ the feats of Madam 





ne “Ans” 


derson and Miss Annie Bartell, he resolved 
upon preaching 1,000 quarter sermons in 
1,000 CONSECUTIVE QUARTER HOURS, 

Mess. Evarts and Henry Ward Beecher acted 
as his trainers; and the fine condition in which 
they brought their man up to the scratch re- 
flects infinite credit on the skill and judgment 
of these gentlemen. 

The reverend manager appeared on the 
Tabernacle pulpit track at noon precisely, ac- 
companied by several ladies. - - 

HIS COSTUME ~~ 
was a._marvel of grace and elegance. It con- 
sisted of a fantastically-shaped parti-colored 
cap, to which were attached a number of small 
bells. He wore a tunic of a similar pattern 
and flesh-colored tights. His face was well 
chalked, and there were two red patches of 


rouge on his cheeks. Altogether, about Man- 


ager Talmage’s dress there was nothing to in- 
dicate his holy occupation. 
COLONEL ROBERT INGERSOLL 
acted as umpire and Rutherford B. Hayes and 
Samuel J. Tilden as timekeepers. Time being 
called, the reverend athlete mounted the pul- 
pit and commenced his first quarter sermon, 
taking as his text, from Deuteronomy vill. 3, 
‘Man doth not live by bread only.” In four 
minutes he had fully expounded the subject; 
showing that butter, paté de foie gras, buck- 
wheat cakes, rye whisky and rock candy were in- 
dispensable trimmingsto bread. He thenturned 
a double somersault, and retired amidst tre- 
mendous enthusiasm. His trainers were on 
hand, and after rubbing him down and admin- 
istering stimulants, he rested, and when the 
bell rung mounted the pulpit in lively style for 
HIS SECOND QUARTER SERMON, 
Job xix. 20, “I am escaped with the skin of 
my teeth” was the text. He (Talmage) did 
not agree with Mr. Job. But Mr. Job may not 
have said so, The job-printing in those days 
was not always to be depended on, and Mr. 
Job may not have meant what he said. The 
application was obvious; for when he (Manager 
Talmage) visited the questionable resorts in the 
Sodom and Gomorrah of America, New York, 
he only escaped from the temptations of that 
infamous city by the “skin of his teeth.” 
Time, 3 minutes, 45 and three-quarter seconds, 
including a ‘‘leap for life” from the ladder 
suspended from the proscenium. 
350 QUARTER SERMONS 


swere cleanly done, each within four minutes 


and a half, which allowed ample time~for the 
holy athlete to lie off and on and rést and be 
thankful. Among the. texts of the fractional 
discourses were the following: ‘I am Alpha 
and Omega, the beginning and the end, the 
first and the last.” — Rev. xxl.13. The 
reverend sermonist thought this one especially 
fitted his own career and influence. ‘ The 
tongue can no man tame; it is an unruly evil.” 
—James 11.8. ‘Blessed is the man that 
endureth temptation; for when he is tried he 
shall receive the crown of life.”—James 1. 12. 
“Be not forgetful to entertain strangers.” — 
Hebrews xill. 2. ‘‘ Busybodies, speaking 
things which they ought not.”—Tim. v. 23. 
“Study to be quiet.”—Thessalonians Iv. 11. 
‘* Lewd fellows of the baser sort.” —Acts xvi. 
5. ‘Let us do evil that good may come.” 
—Rom. 1. 8. “There is no truth in him.” 
—John vi. 44. “If the blind lead the 
blind, both shall fall into the ditch.”—Matt. 
xv. 14. (The same would apply to. the 
drunk leading the drunk, and gutter would sup- 
ply the place of ditch.) At the 
945TH QUARTER SERMON 

the reverend gentleman showed considerable 
signs of fatigue, but on Mr. Evarts administer- 
ing to him one of the world-renowned Buck- 
ingham cocktails, he mounted his pulpit smiling, 
and roared forth the text, “‘ Pull fér the shore, 


brothers, and that’s what’s the matter.”——-Eldad- 





Mehitabel xix.—to the lively strains of Mr. 
Arbuckle’s cornet. 

He pointed out in language, clothed with 
florid imagery, that if brothers, and for that 
matter sisters, too, didn’t pull for the shore, 
when they wanted to get ashore, the shore 
wouldn’t come to them. But he excepted the 
shore of New York city, which was the abode 
of the abominable. 

THE LAST QUARTER SERMON, 
tothe air of the ‘ Mulligan Guards,” was de- 
livered within. four minutes’ time. Amidst im- 
mense enthusiasm, the reverend sermonist mace 
an extra lap of perération, although still throw- 
ing his usual somersault with great agility. 

The following is a verbation report of the 
last quarter sermon: 

‘**And the Lord said unto Esau’—I shall not 
tell you, brethren, where my text is to be found 
—search the scriptures. What was it that he 
said? Neither shail I tell you this, search the 
scriptures even if you have to search right 
through the Buckingham. There are men in 
this congregation who are going down to a 
godless grave because they have never searched 
the scriptures; but the scriptures will search 
them. They stand on the brink of a moral 
Niagara, the whirlpool yawns below them, The 
cesspool yawns above them. Sooner or later 
they will be a big stake in one of those pools. 
And oh, my brethren, the De il always holds a 
full hand! But an infidel press” —here the bell 
rang, and the reverend manager having been 
carefully rubbed down and put to bed, the 
great feat in sermony became a matter of his- 
tory. 








THE THEATRES, 





The play of ‘‘ Lear,” in which Mr. George 
Edgar is performing the title rdle at the Broap- 
way, is not well calculated to interest modern 
audiences, The fact is, Lear is not a character 
who excites respect. He is a bad business man, 
Before assigning his property to his daughters, 
he ought to have exacted collateral security. 
If he couldn’t hold them in bonds of reverence 
and affection, he ought to have, held them in 
state bonds. Besides, he talked too much with 
his mouth. He had a great deal to say on 
every occasion; and he was not always choice 
in his conversation when in the presence of 
ladies. Then all his meteorological circus— 
going out in the storm, and getting himself 
thundered and lightninged and rained on, is 
only a barefaced’ advertisement of the chest- 
protector business. Altogether, he was a man 
whose chin fairly yearned for the oblivious 
wipe of taciturnity. 

But whatever good points the old gentleman 
had, Mr, Edgar brings out with a great deal of 
skill. He makes him quite a respectable and 
agreeable old buffer. Mr. Edgar is well supported 
by Miss Marie Gordon, as Cordelia, and Mr. 
Joseph Wheelock, as Adgar; and Mr. Frank 
Pierce plays Ken¢ with a realism that must re- 
mind every man in the audience of a deputy 
sheriff. 








Answeys for the Anrions. 





HASELTINE.—Take her, young man, she’s yourn. 


CROWFEET.—A man who rhymes “Gideon” and 
‘¢ accordion” is a man better qualified for the gallows 
than for the columns of Puck. 


H. Ercu.ges.—Too early, too early! The first spring 
poet will not be due for six weeks yet. You are a too 
precocious flower; and if you put forth your tender head 
in this indiscreet way, you will be apt to get nipped. 
Slide back into obscurity for a while, and receive the 
heartfelt thanks ‘of.the-editor...... 6. +... 
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THE BODY OF A BANKRUPT. 


R. E. FRANCILLON, IN BELGRAVIA. 








(CONTINUED.) 
66 OU are Monsieur Fénix—himself?” 
she asked. And then the goldsmith 
ot 


started. His nerves were sharply 


strung, and her voice, for all its respectful soft-" 


ness, seemed to make them vibrate, like a harp 
in the wind. 

“TI am he,” he answered, sharply and 
brusquely. ‘‘ Who are you?” : 

‘‘My name is Marie Renouf, monsieur.” 
She stopped, and waited, as if to see whether 
the name meant anything to him. 

But, for some hidden reason, the very sweet- 
ness of her voice as she pronounced the name 
of Renouf jarred him into anger. If she had 
really come to beg, her visit was certainly sin- 
gularly ill-timed. 

‘‘Marie Renouf? Why don’t you say at 
once you are the wife of Renouf—who had 
double my chances, and threw them all away 
into the gutter? Isee. It is like him to have 
dragged a woman into his own ruin, to double 
it for both of them. It is like him when he is 
starving—as he bound himself to do—to turn 
beggar: and to send his wife to beg for him. 
Yes, I remember Louis Renouf better than he 
thinks for. He might have been another Cou- 
lon, but he chose to be—well, never mind 
what he chose to be. You will know better 
than I can tell you what it means to be the wife 
of a—” 

‘¢T am his widow, Monsieur Fénix,” she an- 
swered him. As he was speaking a tinge of co- 
lor had been coming into her face, like a thin 
flame. Drunkard, ne’er-do-well, black sheep 


' _whatever name Pascal Fénix had been about 


to call Louis Renouf, stood rebuked before it 
had reached the air. 

‘‘And,”’ she went on, after a slight pause, “‘the 
mother of his little girl. It is true, tnat my 
husband did not die as rich as if—as if he had 
been a—as if he had been made different, 
monsieur. But it is God who makes us all, 
monsieur, and no doubt makes us all as we 
ought to be made. My husband was a man of 
genius, monsieur,” she said proudly. ‘ And 
he would never have begged while he lived, 
nor let me beg for him.” 

‘‘Then,” asked the goldsmith, roughly, 
“why do you come to me?” 

‘‘ It is not his fault that my little girl is starv- 
ing—it is mine. It is because | am fit for no- 
thing, monsieur, except to sit down and cry— 
not that I have not tried. Ah! it is my fault 
that he left a fool to take care of his little one. 
But I don’t come to beg, monsieur, even now. 
He often used to speak to me of you, and of 
how rich and great you are, and the best friend 
of art in all the trade. I could not help think- 
ing of you when my little Bertha was fading 
for want of food. And I did not think he 
would be angry if for her sake I part with this 
for a little while. He bade me swear to keep 
it in my own hands, because he thought it his 
chef-d euvre—my poor Louis! See here, mon- 
sieur.”’ 

She opened the old Moniteur and laid down 
before Monsieur Pascal what it contained. 
And then—had the very King of the Gnomes 
in person obeyed the goldsmith’s invocation, 
infidel as it was in form after all? 

Talk of Coulon—talk of the Archduchess 
Stéphanie! Here was a golden necklace such 
as Coulon could never have dreamed of ima- 
gining: such as no Empress had ever worn. 
And, by rights, if the conception of it had re- 
quired one man’s life, the execution of it should 
have demanded another’s. It was the outcome 
either of a combination of supreme skill, pa- 
tience and courage, or else of sheer genius, un- 





less indeed that last word be not simply a con- 
ventional expression for the other three. It 
consisted of three hundred and sixty-five links, 
forming one simple and perfectly graceful 
whole, but each treated separately and one by 
one, so as to give the history of a whole year 
of life day by day. At the same time, if looked 
at With fresh eyes, each five links represented a 
space of one year, from birth to death, in a 
life of seventy-three. A Chinese artist of ex- 
ceptional skill might have worked with equal 
minuteness of detail upon the little golden 
links, and some idle poet might have amused 
himself by imagining a few of them; but there 
could not have been two men in the world to 
design and carry out the whole of such a labor 
for the sake of making some woman’s throat 
and bosom a little more worthy of being ex- 
amined closely. 

But Monsieur Pascal thought neither of the 
labor nor of its waste. He only felt his feet 
planted firmly on the ground once more; and 
he drew a deep, relieved sigh. On the spur of 
the moment he said nothing. But he let his 
strong, hard eyes rest, with a very different 
look in them, upon the pale.face of Marie Re- 
nouf, half-timid and half-eager. The peculiar 
character of her beauty was beginning to make 
its way, and the goldsmith was free once more 
to feel anything he pleased. He forgot that 
he was a man of business on the threshold of a 
bargain when he said: 

‘** Louis Renouf made this? It is impossible 
—it is divine! You have done well to come to 
me. He did not live in vain after all, for he 
has saved me. ,I will ask for no profit—that 
would not be fair: it shall be as if your hvs- 
band had made this to order for the Arch- 
duchess Stéphanie. Leave me the necklace. 
Tell me where you live, and I will bring you— 
I will send you at once a draft for twenty-five 
thousand francs, madame. It is as much as I 
shall receive; and Coulon would have had but 
ten thousand for that thing there.” 

The goldsmith felt the glow that comes from 
justice and generosity—at least, he thought so, 
for he did not recognize them from any per- 
sonal experience of them, and had no means 
of distinguishing it from the sudden relief of 
an escaped danger and from the vibration 
through him of a voice which somehow seemed 
to him the most divinely sweet he had ever 
heard. His eyes were fully as much upon Ma- 
dame Renouf as upon the necklace which a 
marvelous chance had brought him, in the very 
nick of time, from the land below the earth— 
from a dead man’s grave. He could face 
twenty Archduchesses now; and meanwhile he 
faced Madame Renouf, with an emotion that 
was strange to him. After all, it is not alto- 
gether for nothing, though he may not know 
it, that so good a man of business foregoes all 
profit on an outlay of twenty-five thousand 
francs. The young widow belonged as little 
to his world as real passion had belonged to it 
hitherto. 

** 1 do not ask you to buy the necklace,” she 
said, still numbed a little by the manner in 
which the tradesman had spoken of the dead 
artist, her husband. ‘It is not mine to sell, 
But it will be safer in your hands than in a gar- 
ret cupboard—I only want bread for my little 
one—nothing more.” 

‘“‘How? Not yours tosell? Then it is not 
yours to pawn. Not yours?” 

“I told you—it is my husband’s, monsieur.” 

** When he is dead? That is absurd.” 

‘*T am his wife, monsieur. Not till he died, 
but till I die. .It is the same.” 

“And I tell you on the word of a man of 
reason it is absurd. Death is divorce, and ne- 
cessity is above law. You are as free to dis- 
pose of that necklace for—for your child’s 
sake, as you are to—to marry again.” It was 
a new thing for Monsieur Pascal to stammer 








II 








over a bargain; but all that he now felt before 
Marie Renouf was new. If his invocation had 
not called the Devil to his elbow, it seemed to 
have called up something else which was quite 
as bewildering. 

Was it that for the first time he had met with 
a will that was stronger than his own? It was 
unlikely enough that this fragile woman, all 
made of mist and shadow, should be stronger 


in her stupid obstinacy than such a man, whose * 


firmness was already being emphasized by the 
accent of passion, and who had a motive be- 
sides for the acquisition of this particular piece 
of gold-work, which meant more to him than 
such a common thing as death could mean to 
her or to any woman. But, unlikely as it was, 
so it seemed to be. She had come to him asa 
banker, because her husband had trusted him; 
but she could no more be made to understand 
that she had a right to disregard his love’s last 
caprice, that his chef-d’euvre should be hers 
alone for ever, than that he had ceased to live 
only because he had died. The goldsmith ar- 
gued and argued, but in vain, against her wo- 
man’s ‘*No,” 

‘* Very well, then,” he said at last. ‘“‘ It must 
be as you will. Leave me the necklace, and 
call to-morrow morning, when I will have a 
proper agreement ready for you to sign. Mean- 
while, here is a draft, on account, for five hun- 
dred francs—that will last you till then, I pre- 
sume,” 

She put the necklace solemnly and closely to 
her lips, and then laid it down again, whisper- 
ing, “Only for a time!”’ Then she took up 
the draft, which meant life for Bertha, and 
said, in a tone that seemed to mix with the 
blood in his veins, ‘‘ Thank you, monsieur,” 

As soon as she had left the door he said to 
Marcel, “‘ Follow that lady. Find out where 
she lives, and how.” 


Left once more alone, Pascal Fénix examined 
the masterpiece of Louis Renouf link by link, 
and point by point; and he found it in truth 
an art-marvel. But it was not only asa critic 
that he studied it, without lifting his eyes, for 
the better part of two hours. It was too im- 
possible a piece of mockery on Fortune’s part 
that he should have this chef-d’euvre in his 
hands, and yet that his fulfillment of his pledge 
to the Archduchess should be as possible as 
ever: for he could not sell what was not his 
own. “ Thou shalt not covet. ...nor anything 
that is thy neighbor’s,” was a command beyond 
keeping with what his life felt to be its very 
salvation in his hands, It was preposterous 
that a starving woman should refuse, for five- 
and-twenty thousand francs, to part with a ca- 
price and to sella memory. It was outrageous 
that such tyranny should be exercised by a 
dead hand. And yet he knew, as surely as that 
he sat there, that the great work of that hand 
was sacred just because the hand was dead and 
because the heart which had inspired the hand 
had loved her. Something was already teach- 
ing him that there were limits even to the phi- 
losophy of Pascal Fenix, and that Marie Renouf, 
if but a shadowy phantom in such a world as 
his, was a strong reality in another and an un- 
known world. 

As his fingers moved along the dead man’s 
legacy, hatred for the dead man stole in at the 
tips of them. But it was not—and he knew it 
himself—only because the dead man’s hand 
still clutched the gold links and kept them from 
him. He had noticed the very spot where 
Marie’s lips had kissed them when she whis- 
pered, ‘‘Only for a time!’’ That spot in the 
design represented Winter; and it had be 
made sweet and warm beyond the natu: 
gold. The man was forty years old, a: 
never known passion. Link by lin’ 
learning it now. Which was it—t’ 
or the wife’s heart, that he was « 
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was it both in one—the beauty of the gold for 
the heart’s sake, and the heart for its own. His 
whole past life of prosperous peace felt bitterly 
barren, but not half so barren as the desert 
that now lay before. 

And yet he had seen Marie but once. But 
then he had never yet denied himself a desire, 
and this was the once for all of a passion. One 
may mistake a fancy for a passion, but never a 
passion for a fancy, when it comes, It was not 
the less passion because it was complex, while 
passion, by right, is simple; because it made 
him feel, in the reasonable part of him, that he 
desired Marie more because of the necklace, 
and the necklace more because of Marie. The 
‘two were so completely one that whén he 
pressed his lips where she had pressed hers the 
gold gave him back some of the warmth that 
her breath had left there. 

He was still absorbéd in Louis Renouf’s 
masterpiece, speculating now upon the possibil- 
ity, now upon the impossibility, of delivering 
it instead of Coulon’s to the Archduchess Sté- 
phanie, and now forgetting it in the dreams of 
a fuller life which it suggested to him by more 
than the magic of gold, when Marcel returned. 
It had not needed a professional detective to 
follow the lady through her hasty purchases 
and then to her poor lodging in de Rue Ste.- 
Odille. Pascal Fénix put the necklace away in 
his strongest safe, without having shown it to a 
soul, and deposited therewith a formal receipt 
of it, with particulars, from Madame Renouf— 
he would Have done so had the end of the 
world been hard at hand, for not even the very 
passion of twofold covetousness had suggested 
to him, even in so much as a random thought, 
the idea of its acquisition by unfair means. 
Above all things, he was an honest man; he had 
always been too rich to be otherwise. But, 
wellnigh as soon as his place of business had 
been barred for the night, and giving himself 
barely time to dine, he went, on foot, to the 
address which Marcel had found for him. 

But it was not a mere sudden, hungry passion 
that had come, hand in hand with greed, into 
the life of Monsieur Pascal. What man is not 
bound to meet with love at last—if not early, 
then late? too late, it may be, but still some 
day. He was no roue—perhaps his nature was 
was too set and hard for such waste of gold, 
energy, and time. In his very pleasures he had 
always been his own master. But now, at one 
woman’s one word, all had been changed. For 
whom, for what end, had he spent the better 
half of his life in gaining gold and golden fame? 
Death, when a man loves, becomes for the first 
time more than a word. He had not so much 
as a favorite nephew to carry down the name 
of Fénix and to inherit the treasures which had 
come to him through his own father. Already 
he was entering upon middle age, and, with all 
his wealth, was still as homeless as a tramp who 
has escaped from the galleys. He had never 
thought of that; but he thought of it now. 
And, turn his mind which way he might, when- 
ever they fell upon a vision of homelight, the 
wife of whom it was shed was for ever Marie 
Renouf and no other. And indeed who else 
should it be? That she was beautiful went 
without saying—and of that kind of shadowy, 
ope :-winged, filmy-beauty which had an espe- 
cial piquancy for this man of muscle and bone. 
That she was of a tender and faithful nature 
was only too clear. And, in short— 

He had reached the house in the Rue Ste.- 
Odille; it was precisely as it had been described 
to him by Marcel—just one of those houses 
on whose ninth story a woman and child may 
be supposed to starve. There was a light, like 
a star, high up on the garret floor, and he knew 
‘hat it was hers. And then, as if he were a 

‘er of twenty who can live for a whole day 

‘ch sparks of air, he turned round and 
‘me again, half-ashamed of himself for 








being so little of a man, and yet feeling more 
— than he had felt since he was ten years 
old. 

Well, she would call the next day, and he 
would see her alone. Half the night he lay 
tossing about; the other half he dreamed of 
Coulon. Then, after breakfast, he went into 
his inner office, but he did nothing there. «He 
did not even look at the necklace; the clock 
had -all his eyes. But, at last, Marcel an- 
nounced: 

‘* A lady to see monsieur.” 

He did not ask if it was a real lady this time. 
He had made no definite plans, but he knew 
what he wanted; and then there entered—not 
Marie Renouf, but a lady according to all the 
rules, whom he knew, before she spoke, to have 
come from the Archduchess Stéphanie. Ina 
word, it was no other than Mademoiselle Von 
Mohacz, a middle-aged lady, who was to the 
Archduchess what a minister plenipotentiary is 
to a queen, and ae what a premier is known 
to be. 

“« Her Imperial Highness is anxious beyond 
words, monsieur. She has passed a sleepless 
night—and so have I. Coulon dead! Can it 
be true ?” 

‘Only too true, madame.” 

“ But the necklace is finished? It will be 
ready, without fail?” 

It was like asking a merchant whose solvency 
is above scandal, ‘‘ Your bill is due in three 
months—will it be met and paid?”’ It was like 
asking a man of honor, ‘‘ Your word is given 
—will it be kept when the time comes?” Such 
questions are insults, and deserve only to be 
met with an indignant “ Yes,’” at all hazards; 
for even a day’s grace is enough time for a man 
to try at least to keep his word, and his word 
is kept until he has tried to the end and failed. 
Moreover, if the necklace in the safe was not 
literally Coulon’s, it was more fit for the Arch- 
duchess than even Coulon’s would have been. 
And if he had said ‘‘ No,” he knew perfectly 
well that the ambassadress was empowered to 
go straight to Messrs. Wertheimer and see what 
they could find forher. , 


(To be continued.) 











Tue breakfast calls to codfish balls 

And hash that makes the small-boy fatter, 
The hired girl bakes the amber cakes, 

And the wild buckwheat leaps in batter. 
Rush, Bridget, rush, set the old griddle flying; 
Speak, Bridget; answer, pancakes, frying, fry- 

ing, frying. 


O, hark, all right! how thin and light! 
No flour on earth our own surpasses ; 
Take three or four or maybe more 
And flood with New Orleans molasses! 
Bridget, don’t stop; the batter spoon keep 
plying; - 
Work, Bridget; answer, pancakes, frying, fry- 
ing, frying. 


They’re nice at home or when you roam, 
They’re nice on hill or field or river; 

They are so good I guess I could 
Eat on forever and forever. 

Hump yourself, Bridget! Keep the old griddle 


flying ; 
And answer, pancakes, answer, frying, frying, 
frying. W. A. Croffut. 





—— 


AN INQUIRER ANSWERED. 





To the Editor of the Library Table: 


Dear Sir—I am a reader of your fearless and 
outspoken paper, and I therefore take the lib- 
erty of asking your advice as to my mental 
condition. ‘To speak to the point, I verily be- 
lieve that I am destitute of a// sense of humor! 
and, after presenting my case to you, I desire 
you to tell me what I can do, either to regain 
what I have lost, or to acquire what I perhaps 
never had, a clear perception of wit! 

On the accession of the present manag- 
ing editor of Puck, you spoke very highly 
of his ability as a humorist, and predicted that 
he would raise the standard of the paper over 
which he was called to preside. Now can you 
tell me, sir, what wit or humor there is in such 
a thing, for instance, as ‘‘ Fitz Noodle in Amer- 
ica,’”’ to which we are treated week after week ? 
Can you tell me what wit or humor underlies 
such trash as ‘‘ The Young Engineers,” Puck 
No. 91, what particular “ point” there is in 
such ignorant twaddle, what moral is sought to 
be couveyed in such a production, and ‘‘ where 
the laugh comes in?” If you decide that such 
things are funny and ought to create a laugh, I 
shall at once know that my case is hopeless, 
aud I shall act as did some king or other (name 
forgotten, vide ‘* Lovell’s Young Speaker’’), of 
whom it was said when his son died: “‘ He 
never smiled again.” Yours truly, 


** ANXIOUS.”’ 


[We are sincerely pained by the queries of 
our “‘ Anxious” correspondent. The Library 
Table never intended to make itself responsi- 
ble for the humor of Puck or its editor. If 
our light, fantastic contemporary has uttered 
false notes of wit, we are not indorsers to whom 


the suffering subscribers may look for relief. In“ 


this particular case we can do no more than 
extend to the aggrieved individual our heartfelt 
sympathy. We decline to sit in judgment upon 
the points submitted. We dare not take the 
responsibility of condemning our correspond- 
ent to a smileless future—an immortality devoid 
of cachinnatory delight—by deciding that the 
objectionable ‘‘ Fitz Noodle,” and the unde- 
sirable ‘‘ Young Engineers ”’ are full and able- 
bodied specimens of American humor, and en- 
titled to consideration and respect as such. 
Nor are we willing to risk the other alternative 
and boldly declare, without reading the arti- 
cles, that they are wholly vile and worthless, 
vain, void and vacuous, and utterly unworthy 
the tribute of risibility. For a shocking possi- 
bility presents itself to our mind: may not 
‘* Anxious ” himself be the author of the arti- 
cles which he affects to dislike? Is it not pos- 
sible that he is some ardent but inexperienced 
young amateur, who thus angles for a compli- 
ment, expecting us to take the cue and burst 
forth into a panegyric on his literary produc- 
tions? This case is too complicated for us. 
We cannot play with the ponderous problems 
which our riddle-reading contemporary, the 
World, makes the sport of its leisure hours. 
All that lies in our power is to suggest to ‘‘Anx- 
ious” that he address his inquiries directly to 
Puck. Doubtless the editor will be pleased to 
afford him any information upon the subject 
in question, and the querist may regain com- 
parative peace of mind and learn that “‘ The 
Young Engineers” was inserted simply as a foil 
to something else supposed to be funny, and 
that ‘‘ Fitz Noodle ” serves some high moral or 
esthetic end.]|—Epitor.— J. Y. Library Table. 


Puck has started the prize conundrum busi- 
ness. No. 1 is, ‘‘ Where was Moses when thé 
light went out?” Why, in a d——1lof a fix; 
because he hadn’t another match about his 
clothes. Send along that 50 cents in an order 
on Bergner & Engel.— Phila. Kronikle-Herald. 
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A THERMOMETER gains notoriety by degrees. 
—Albany Argus. 

Do girls in a printing office like men to set 
up with?—Puck. That will doo Mr. Puck.— 
Boston Post. 

WITH all the variety of canned goods in the 
market, we have yet to hear of canned hash.— 
Wheeling Leader. 

Ir your icy sidewalk attempts to haul down 
an American citizen, ash it on the spot.— 
Bridgeport Standard, 


Puck adds a new color to its cartoons every 
week, and is becoming a formidable rival to 
the rainbow.—JV. Y. Mail. 


A Lonpon letter says that white stockings are 
rarely seen, even within doors. Ah, where are 
they seen ?—Oi/ City Derrick. 


IT is strongly suspected that the White House 
and Mr. Hayes’s liver are exactly the same 
color.— Phila. Chronicle-Herald. 


Can a full-dress ball be properly called a 
loan exhibition ?—Rome Sentinel. 
that belongs to the Rome Sen#ine/, a lot!— Puck. 


Is the art of landscape painting acquired 
easely ?—Puck. That’s a m-easely question, 
and yer better go ask the marines.— Boston 
Post. 


It is learned from an Eastern newspaper that 
Daniel Webster paid his debts. This proves 
what an eccentric person Daniel was.— /7ree 
Press. 


A Cuicaco girl’s foot got asleep, not long 
since, and it took four weeks and a canal-boat 
load of alarm clocks to get it awake again.— 
Wheeling Leader. 


It is because he has heard that close attention 
to little things makes the successful busiress 
man, that the young dry-goods clerk takcs care 
of his moustache.—/. Y. Mail. 


Wuat’s the difference between an old dame 
at the spinning wheel and a young urchin chew- 
ing tobacco? One sits and spins and the other 
spits and sins.— Yonkers Gazette. 


Ir may seem a little late to express sympathy, 
but if Job ever had a ripe and blooming boil 
fair and square on his Adam’s apple, he has 
our heartiest condolence.— Wheeling Le.w.ter. 


““Wuat,” said an inquisitive youns lady, 
‘¢is the most popular color for a bride?’”’ We 
may be a little particular in such matters, but we 
should prefer a white one.—Zi/mira Gazette. 


‘¢ THERE are no birds in last year’s nest,”’ 

But when you find in last year’s vest 

A dime, in what a pleasant way 

It makes you feel all through the day. 

—Louisville Cou-Journal, 

Tue N. Y. Herald wonders how Queen Vic- 
toria finds time to sleep, if she reads all the 
daily papers. The real wonder is how she 
manages to keep awake under such soporific 
doses of English journalism.—P%ila. Bu. /etin. 

Ir is singular how a man’s mind will become 
geographically inclined after he has arrived at a 
certain state of liquid fullness. He invariably 
mentions ‘‘ New York,” and bends over in the 
most painful attitude to do it.— Keokuk Constit- 
tution.—Sic, 

‘It’s strange that you should have grown so 
fickle of late, my dear,” said Mrs. Mic to her 
husband, ‘‘for in earlier years you were as staid 
as could be—you never came tosee me but you 
staid till twelve or one o’clock.’’— Yonkers Ga- 
zette. 


Owinc to the custom of dying the hair 
blonde, the guests of our cheap boarding houses 
are unable to note the changes among the fe- 
male help as accurately as formerly, the hairs 
in the hash being of a more uniform color.— 
Court Journal, 
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Slowly slides the slimy slush, 

Sweetly swims the slummy stum; 
Slippy, slidy, slimy sqush, 

Spattering, splattering, soiling slum. 


All sticky swims the sloppy stuff, 
All slim and soft and sick the snow; 
The spattered swearers storm and scoff, 
In sputtering syllables stern and slow. 


This scurvy scum strews every street, 
It swirling soars like swallows swift, 
It slips our straying, sinful feet, 
And sticking, soils our saffron shift. 


Whence comes such smelling, scruffy slough ? 
What sense is seen in slimy scum? 

Where goes that shivery, scurvy stuff? 
And what sad scene gets sicker, some ? 

— Touched up from Graphic by Phila. Bultetin. 


CoLoNnEL Casey,.uncivil engineer, U. S. A., 
it is estimated, will reach the surface of the 
earth on or about the year of our Lord 2001. 
If George Washington’s memory then survives, 
the superstructure of the monument will be 
continued another hundred years. ‘This is 
comforting.— Washington Capital. 


A New York correspondent of a Cincinnati 
paper mourns because the cartoons in Harfers’, 
Graphic and Puck are so far behind those in 
London Punch. But it forgets that they could 
not have kicked Funch out of sight if they had 
not got behind him.—/%ila. Bulletin, 


SECRETARY EvartTs is at the Brevoort House. 
—. Y. Herald. \t would be simply unpar- 
donable to make any atrocious puns about the 
Secretary’s Evarts at Brevoorty, but an allusion 
to his indulging in the long passages of that ex- 
cellent hostelry might pass muster.—F/i/a. Bul- 
letin. 


A San Francisco somebody has been be- 
laboring Puck for caricaturing with an indeli- 
cate crayon the Marquis of- Lorne, his Louise, 
and his great official low-neck decree. The 
San Francisco somebody has our approval. 
Satirizing nude busts comes with poor grace 
from a youth who habitually skips around in 
naught but a silk hat and and a spike-tail coat. 
—Louisville Courier-Journal. 


Ir there is ever a time in the life of the 
washerwoman when her heart is made to beat 
with joy, it is when she finds a diamond stud in 
the unwashed shirt of the young man who owes 
her a year’s wash bill. ‘Then she langhs to her- 
self and says: ‘‘ He’ll pay that bill before he gets 
this back, as sure as my name is Matilda Jane.” 
—Rome Sentinel. 


** WiLL you have your necktie in a single or 
double bow-knot?” inquired the hangman as 
he adjusted the noose about the neck of a fellow 
who was about to execute a double-shuffle in 
mid-air. ‘Knot either, if I am to have my 
choice,” was the so'emn response.—Syracuse 
Standard. 


TuHE Paris Figaro prints the following letter, 
addressed to ‘ Little Jesus” on Christmas Eve 
by a little girl six years old. We give it with 
the faulty spelling, which is, as the Figaro says, 
one of the charms of the original: 

‘Oh God you dont know what I am goin to 
do that will please you verry much. No. Iam 
goin to rite youaleter. I am goin to hang up 
my stocking, you no, I have made a shawl and 
a petticote for the poor. Do you want me to 
give money on Crismas? ° 

‘‘ The wether is verry bad. Give us a brite 
sun to cure the sick peple. It ant my fault be- 
cause I rite so bad I am very sorry, when I am 
seven years old I will rite better. 

‘Good-bye, God, say good-bye to the Holy 
Virgin and to your angels. Show my leter to 
everybody who is in heaven with you amen, 

** Marcelle.” 





Puck for the present week is splendid. The 
cartoon on the last page, setting forth a design 
for a new Custom House in this city, with 
Hayes, Evarts and Sherman as Caryatides sup- 
porting the portico, and Senator Conkling, 
bearing the flag of victory in his hand, sitting 
astride the ridge pole, is fuil of humor and of 
artistic invention. The picture of Beecher 
selling pews at auction is clever to the last de- 
gree. ‘There has never before been so smart a 
comic paper in New York.—J/. Y. Sun. 

“THE Lottery Ticket” brand of cigars are 
so called because only about one in one thou- 
sand will draw.— Bost. Daily Adv. 








NO LAD Y’S BOUDOIR IS COMPLETE 
without POND’S EXTRACT. Its various toilet uses are becom- 
ing as well known as its curative qualities for Inflammations and 
Hemorrhages. Ladies preferring delicately perfumed toilet ar- 
ticles should purchase our Toilet Cream, Price $1.00, Dentifrice, 
Price 59 cents, Lip Salve, Price 25 cents, Toilet, 3 cakes per box, 
50 cents, all of which contain a large percentage of PURE Pond’s 
Extract and are the most perfect preparations manufactured by 


Ponp’s Extract Co., 98 Maiden Lane. Sold everywhere, 





SOZODONT. To preserve the teeth and keep them pure 
and white, to prevent their decay, there is no preparation in the 
market equal to SOZODONT To preserve the gums in a natur- 
ally hard and healthy condition, there is no superior to SOZO- 
DONT. To purify and sweeten the breath there is no rival to 
SOZODONT. For a perfect mouth there is no recipe like the use 
of SOZODONT. Consequently it is no wonder that the popularity 
of SOZODONT as a dentifrice has no bounds. 
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MANUFACTURED BY 


MARBURG BROS. 


BEST IN THE WORLD. 





FRACRANT VANITY FAIR. 


A NEW CIGARETTE gotten upin honor of the Paris Award. 
Each Cigarette bears cut of the Paris Medal and brand, Parisian 
style. Our Totacco and Cigarettes are better than ever, and 
uasurpassed for Purity, Delicacy and Excellence. Special size 
Cigarettes, with any NAME, MONOGRAM, CREST or DE- 
SIGN, to order, at $5 for 500. passer on receipt 
of postage stamp. Samples of our Asthmatic and 
Catarrh Cigarettes, cach, 25. by mail. Perrtess To- 
Bacco Works. WM. S. KIMBALL & CO., Rochester, N. Y. 


A CARD. 


To all who are suffering from the errors and indiscretions of 
youth, nervous weakness, early decay, loss of manhood, &c. 1 
will send a recipe that will cure you, FREE OF CHARGE, This 
great remedy was discovered by a missionary in South America. 
Send a self-addressed envelope to the Rev. Josern T. Inman, 
Station D, Bisce House, New York Crry. 


In Memoriam Brigham Young. 


To supply the demand for the above named 
Illustration, another Edition of the Cartoor 
has been published, and can be obtained fre 
any Newsdealer or from the 

Office of Puck, 
13 N. William 
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"GERMAN LIEDERKRANZ. 


26th ANNUAL 


MASQUERADE BALL, 


ACADEMY OF MUSIC, 
Thursday, February 13th, 1879. 


Tickets at $1o—admitting gentleman and lady, can be had 
from the following gentlemen: 
Sig. Kaufmann, 3 39 Nassau St. 
j. Windmueller, Germ. Sav. Bank, Cor. 4th Ave. & 14th St. 
mil Unger, No. 50 Park Place. 
Herman Uhl, ‘‘New Yorker Staats-Zeitung’’. 
a von Glahn, No, 36 Chambers St. 
ouis A. Grass, No. 136 Chambers St. 
Louis Kaemmerer, No. 108 Grand St. 
H. C. F. Koch, Cor. 2oth St. and 6th Ave. 
C. F. L. Hohenthal, Cor. 52nd St. aud 3rd Ave. 
Boxes and ‘Tickets at Schmidt & Curtius, No. 33 Broad Street, 
and William Steinway, 111 East 14th Street. 


ARION SOCIETY. 


GRA ITD 


MASQUERADE BALL 


AT CILMORE’S CARDEN, 
FRIDAY, FEBRUARY 2lst, 1879. 
Tickets $5.00, admitting one Gentleman and one Lady. 











PHOTOGRAPHER, 


347 East lith Street, 
Between rst & 2nd Aves., New York.—Closed on Saturdays only. 


OTTO LEWIN, 


The well known Artist Photographer, 
989 THIRD AVE.,S. E. Cor. 59th St., 
294 BOWERY, above Houston St. 








- CIGARETTE 


“ALL HAVANY TOBACCO 





THE BEST ALL TOBACCO CIGARETTE. 
Sold by all Dealers and Manufactured by B. POLLAK, N. Y. 


P LBs 


OLD ESTABLISHED AND WELL-KNOWN 


DENTAL ROOMS, 
No. 6 E. 14th Street, near 5th Ave. 

Whole and Partial Sets Beautiful Mineral Continuous Gum 
Teeth, $2.50, $5.00, $10.00, upwards. Decayed Teeth filled ina 
superior manner without pain, so as to preserve them for life with 

ure Gold, genuine Platina, Amalgam, Bone, &c., $1.00 upwards. 
Teeth cleaned in a harmless manner.so as to give them the white- 
néss of ivory $1.00. Teeth extracted without pain. 

Everything warranted as represented, and the best materials 
used in every case. PARTICULAR ATTENTION PAID TO CHILDREN’S 
Teetu. Open Evenings and Sundays. 


DENTAL OFFICE 
OF 


Philippine Dieffenbach - Truchsess, 


162 West 23rd St., bet. 6th & 7th Aves., N. Y. 


Late 389 CaNnaL STREET. 











[= Having succeeded in securing a 
quantity of copies of “Puck” containing 
“Talmage Cartoons’, we hereby notify 
our Readers that they can obtain the 
following Issues at our Office: 


No. 84, October 16. 
. Cie, * Te 
** 87, November 7. 








Patents, Trade Marks 


are promptly Oe by the Patent Office of 


PAUL GOEPEL, 
Staats-Zeitaung Building, Tryon Row, New York. 


ADVICE AND PAMPHLETS FREE. 
a terms for FOREIGN PATENTS if taken with U.S 
‘atents. 


Publisher of “DER TECHNIKER,”’ a semi-monthly Journal, 
in the German Language, devoted to "the progress of Science, In- 
vention and the Trades. Terms of Subscription: $2.40 per year, 
in Advance, including Postage. Sample copies free. 





ALWAYS ON HAND A LARGE STOCK OF ALL 
SIZES OF THE FAMOUS 


Vienna Coffee Pot, 


THE. ONLY PERFECT COFFEE MAKER, 
FIRST INTRODUCED TO AMERICANS AT VIENNA IN- 
TERNATIONAL EXHIBITION, AND LATER AT THE 
CENTENNIAL EXHIBITION, IMPORTED ONLY BY 


EDWARD D. BASSFORD. 


HOUSE-FURNISHING, HARDWARE, CHINA, 
GLASS, CUTLERY AND SILVERWARE. 

COOPER INSTITUTE, 
Corner 3d & 4th Aves. & Sth St., New York City. 


To meet the popular demand, prices of these pots have been re- 
duced 50 per cent. Price Lists anp CircuLars FREE: 


HAMANN & KOCH. 


Red No. 9 Maiden Lane. 
IMPORTERS OF PARIS CLOCKS. 
DEALERS IN AMERICAN AND SWISS 
WATCHES AND JEWELRY. 
Remember the Red 9. 


Comfort, Durability, 
Lightness and Elegance. 


THONET 


BROTHERS, 


Inventors and Manufactures 
OF THE 
World Renowned 


AUSTRIAN 


BENT WOOD | 
Furniture. 


PrincipAL Depot FOR THE 
Unitep States: 


808 Broadway, 


NEW YORK, 
ESPECIALLY ADAPTED FOR 
HOTELS, RESTAURANTS, CAFES, etc. 


Price Lists and Cireulars Gratis, 

















THE MOST 
Extensive Manufacturers of Billiard Tables in the World. 





The J. M. Brunswick & Balke Co., 


No. 724 BROADWAY. 
NEWEST AND MOST ELECANT STYLES. 





The unequailed ‘Monarch’ Cushions | which we warrant for 10 Years. 


Billiard Materials, Cloth, Balls, Cues, &c., 
of our own manufacture and importation. 


The J, M. BRUNSWICK & BALKE CO., 


CINCINNATI, 
CHICAGO, 
ST. LOUIS, 


NEW YORK. 











SPRING 
NOVELTIES 


Cotton Dress Fabrics 


NOW OPEN. 


SATINES in Chintz Colorings, 
ARMURES and COTELINES, 
PERCALES with borders for trimmings, 


MOMTE CLOTHS. 


Persian and Hdkf. Effects 


IN CAMBRICS. 


** Confined Styles in ‘D. & J. Anderson’s’ 
SCOTCH ZEPHYRS.”’ 
ALSO, 
CHEVIOT AND PERCALE SHIRTINGS. 


ARNOLD, CONSTABLE & C0., 


Broadway, Cor. 19th St. 


cI CO TE oO Kay 
STEAMER 


AND 


Family Housekeeping 
GOODS. 


SPRING IMPORTATION 


JUST RECEIVED. 

















BARNSLEY and:FRENCH SHEETINGS, 
PILLOW-CASE LINENS, all widths, 
EXTRA GRADES IN 4-4 FAMILY LINENS, 
WHITE and FANCY FIGURED SHIRTINGS, 
TABLE-DAMASKS by the YARD, and CLOTHS, 
NAPKINS, TRAY and TEA DOYLES, 
FRUIT and LUNCH CLOTHS and NAPKINS, 
singly and in sets. 
OPEN-WORK, EMB'D and FANCY BORDERED TOWELS, 
,HUCK, BARNSLEY and FRENCH TOWELS and 
TOWELLINGS, 
And a full assortment of 
FOREIGN and DOMESTIC WHITE GOODS, 
QUILTS, HONEY-COMB SPREADS, 
BLANKETS, WHITE and FANCY FLANNELS, 
EMBROIDERED FLANNEL SKIRTINGS, 
&c., &c., &. 


Arnold, Constable & Co., 


Broadway, Cor. 19th St. 
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corvnienren. 
IMPORTER AND MANUFACTURER OF 


GENTLEMEN’ S HATS 
174 Fifth Ave., 169 Broadway, 


Between 22d and 23d Streets, Near ‘Cortlandt Street, 


NEW YORK. 


TX. DOIEPICESs, 


STEAM 


Pamphlet and Book Binder, 


No. 29 BEEKMAN STREET. 


Pamphlet binding of every description, and Pass books for banks 
a specialty.—Personal attention to everything entrusted to my care 
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D. A. MAYER, 


IMPORTER OF 


HUNGARIAN WINES, 


526 Broadway, 
NEW YORK. j 





THE ONLY HOUSE IN THE UNITED STATES WHERE 
HUNGARIAN WINES ARE SOLD, WHICH HAS 
BEEN AWARDED FOR “PURITY” AND 
““SUPERIOR QUALITY” BY THE 
CENTENNIAL COMMISSIONERS, 1876. 

No connection with any other House in the United States. 


MATHESIUS & FREY, 


MANUFACTURERS OF 


CABINET 














FURNITURE 


Upholstery, Decorations, «c., 
at Prices to suit the times. Every Article guaranteed. 
91 BLEECKER ST., NEW YORK, 


PACHTMANN & MOELICH, 


363 CANAL ST., N. Y., 


offer great Bargains in 


WATCHES, DIAMONDS, JEWELRY, STER.- 
LING SILVER AND TRIPLE PLATED 
TABLE WARES. 
WEDDING AND HOLIDAY GIFTS 


in endless variety at close prices. 











EsTABLisHep 1838. 











31 Beekman St., New York. 
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*PIPER-HEIDSIECK.” We guarantee this medinm 
dry wine to be superior in quality to any other CHAMPAGNE 
without regard to cost. 


PIPER “SEC” is more adapted to the German and Eng 
lish taste; is without bitterness and acidity, and dryer than 
any wine imported. It leaves the most delicious after-taste on 
the palate. 

SoLe AGENTS IN THE UNITED STATES AND CANADA, 


JOHN OSBORN, SON & CO., 
FOUNDED IN 1836, 
45 Beaver Street, N. Y., 
And 44 St. Sacrament Street, Montreal. 








Isaac Smith's Umbrellas 


CINGHAM, eS $1 00 
GUANACO, patented......... 200 


paragon frame ........... 250 
FINE SILK UMBRELLAS 


in great variety. 
UMBRELLAS and PARASOLS to order 
and repaired. 
CANES in every style—a large assortment. 


36 FULTON ST., near Pearl. 
150 FULTON ST., near B’dway. 
104 BROADWAY, near Wall. 

1888 BROADWAY, near 2oth st. 
405 BROADWAY, neer Canal. 





Established A. D, 1802. 





HEAPEST BROOKSTORE IN THE WORLD. 
58,672 Standard English Books 


R PRICE. 


A 
75,276 Miscellaneous American Books, 


AT YOUR PRICE. 


112,726 Second Hand Books, 


AT ANY PRICE 


Catalogue of General Literature free 


LECGAT ERS, 


3 Beekman St., near new Post Office. 


NICOLL, the Tailor, 


139—149 Bowery. 





PE OE MNEE eb cng covet dina siden cv styeseveed $3.00 to $10.00 
SUITS to order ..........5sceeceeccees se++eeeee$82.00 tO $40.00 
OVERCOATS to order..........0e0-0e: - $12.00 upward 


Miniatures in Cases 60 Cents. 





At 10 Barclay St., near Astor House. 


In Cases, Quarts $7, Pinis $8, 1\2 Pints $10, 1\4 Pints $1.26 per Doz. 








Champagne on Draught 10 Cts. a Glass. 


OTT 





No. 10 BARCLAY ST., N. Y. 








RUNK & UNGER, 


No. 50 PARK PLACE, 


Sole Agenis tur 


vy coameammas 


TAUNUS NATURAL MINERAL WATER. 
Dietrich & Co., Ruedesheim, Khine Wines. 
L. Tampier & Co., Bordeaux, Clarets. 
Roullet & Delamain, Cognacs, 
etc., etc. 

















New York. 


41 South William Street, 


GENERAL ACENT. 
For Sale by all the Principal Wine 


THE PUREST CHAMPAGNE 
IMPORTED IN THE U. S. 


Merchants and Grocers. 





A Splendid Opportunity To Win A Fortune. 
SECOND GRAND DISTRIBUTION, CLASS B, 


At New Orleans, Tuesday, February 11th, 1879, 105th 
Monthly Drawing, 


Louisiana State Lottery Co. 


This Institution was regularly incorporated by the Legislature of 
the State for Educational and Charitable purposes in 1868, with a 
capital of $1,000,000, to which it has since added a reserve fund of 
$350,000. Its Granp Sincte Numser Distrisution will take 
place monthly on the second Tuesday. IT NEVER SCALES OR POST- 
pongs. Look at the following Distribution: 


Capital Prize, $30,000. 


100,000 Tickets At Two Dollars Each. 


Half-Tickets, One Dollar. 
LIST OF PRIZES. 

z Capital Prise 2.0 .csecesdsvsescee Ob n0 enc cnds ccgueebe $30,000 

8. Capital Pree .oiccivcccccccecvedbocs sheccecevones ones 

1 Capital Prize........ .: ont 

2 Prizes of $2,500......s006 «++ 
5 Prizes of 1,000.... ceesseeee 
20 Prizes OF $0000.00 cccccccess 
sop Paines Gf BOD e« ove vecvndiccenss cvedbecsecstedesses 
200 Prizes of Sb. scccavvas cep co dedicuseveiancmeess 
500 Prizes of GOss cccecoveessdésesocesccadococepeete 
1000 Prizes of 





9 Approximation Prizes of $300 
9 Approximation Prizes of 200.... +. .ess-sseeeereres 1,800 
9 Approximation Prizes of 100........seeeeceees weeee goo 
1857 Prizes, amounting to..... eas Sane cas see) -9050 6550 cneee 
Responsible corresponding agents wanted at all prominent 
points, to whom a liberal compensation will be paid. 
Application for rates to clubs should only be made to the Home 
Office in New Orleans, 
Write, clearly stating full address, for further information, or 


send orders to 
M. A. DAUPHIN, 
P. 0. Box 692, New Orleans, Louis? 
or to H. L.. Plum, 319 Broadway, New Yor’ 
All our Grand Extraordinary Drawings are under the 
and management of GENERALS G. T. BEAUP 
JUBAL A, EARLY. 
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